LITTLE MOTHEE

IN a London shop window sat a life-size Japanese
doll, representing a boy about seven years old.
He wore a kimono of emerald green cotton, gay with
many hana Jcaga or flower baskets. To the brown obe
or sash the shopman had pinned a large ticket, inform-
ing the passer-by that this imposing personage
could be purchased for the modest sum of two shil-
lings and tenpence halfpenny.

For a long time the boy had sat in the shop
window, and for a long time he had attracted a good
deal of notice. More than once he had been taken out
of the window by the garrulous shopman for the
closer inspection of possible buyers; but mothers shook
their heads at him and preferred to purchase for their
children English dolls with absurdly pink cheeks,
hair the colour of bright yellow silk, and eyes bluer
than forget-me-nots. They had no real beauty what-
ever, but their eyes could be made to open and shut ;

their garments could be taken off and put on again,
with the assistance of a much harassed nurse, and by
squeezing them in a certain place they would emit
a squeaky noise that was supposed to represent
" Mamma " and c11 Papa ??. These were attractions that